NOT        ACCORDING         TO         RULES

The Major cursed unrestrainedly. " Get me the
Adjutant on the 'phone," he shouted.

" Any news of that bloody infantry ? " he demanded,
as soon as he was through to R.H.Q.

" No," came the reply. " Oh, hold on. ... Here's
the C.O. . . . He wants a word with you/'

" What's the position ? " asked the Colonel.

" Getting desperate," said the Major abruptly.
" We look like losing the Battery. From now on it's
a sheer gamble."

" Hang on. There's a guide out looking for the
infantry. They've been found about three miles
away. They shouldn't be long now, I hear you
have a new officer at the O.P."

" How did you know ? "

" I had a word with Richards here while the doctor
was attending to his shoulder before he went to the
Casualty Clearing Station. A Machine-Gun officer,
isn't he ? "

" Yes," said the Major. " And if ever a man
deserved a gong (medal) he does after this little
show."

During the conversation another sustained burst of
machine-gun fire sounded from the slope, and when
the Major had finished with R.H.Q. he found that the
Machine-Gun officer had sent down a message to say
that he couldn't hold out for more than half an hour.

"That won't do!" he exclaimed. "Not long
enough to give us a chance. We must have another
hour. Get through to the O.P."

He gave the Machine-Gun officer the information
about the infantry he had received from the Colonel.

" They may be here in half an hour," he said, " but
we want another half to be on the safe side. What's
your position ? "

" Ammunition running out.   Enemy have crept up
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